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Summary:
Sick of the treatment (or lack thereof) from Andrew, Chaithe decides to make her troubles be heard.

or

Chaithe wants more attention from Andrew or she will, quite literally, die without it.

Work Text:
Chaithe Graves is the adopted sibling of Andrew and Ashley Graves, being just one year older than Ashley, making her the middle child. She has long white hair, amber eyes and brown skin and was adopted into the family at a very young age due to her parents abandoning her, for what reason she'll never know.

Her childhood spent with Andrew and Ashley was never uneventful but it wasn't exactly very fun. While Ashley wanted all of Andrew's attention, so did Chaithe and the poor boy was trying his hardest to make both of them happy, spending as much time with the both of them as he could. It was rough but as the years gone by and they all grew older, things started to simmer down...just a little bit.

While Ashley and Chaithe still wanted Andrew's attention, they were mostly preoccupied with school and the time they wanted to spend trying to garner attention from Andrew had lessened, much to Andrew's joy. But something was...off, Andrew noticed. Chaithe hadn't been talking to him a lot like she used to and he wanted to ask her one day if she was okay but she got to the problem first herself, stopping him in the hallway of their apartment.

 

"Andrew...can we talk?"

Her voice was soft and a bit shaky which made Andrew worry about her even more.

"Yeah, what's wrong?"

Chaithe took his hand and led him into her room, sitting them down on her bed.

"It's...about us. Like...I know you've said it many times before that you care about me but it really doesn't feel like you do. When it comes to me and Ashley, you cater to her a lot..."

Andrew furrowed his eyebrows. "That's not true, I cater to both of you. I make sure you're both happy before I am."

"But you make sure she's happy first before I am..."

"Chaithe..." Andrew sighed tiredly. "Ashley is younger and still a little dependent on me, she needs me way more than you since you're capable of taking care of yourself most of the time."

"Just because she's one year younger than me, I have to be ignored?" Chaithe raised her voice a bit. "I need you too, Andrew! Ashley and I are practically the same age!"

"It's just the way she acts, I have to-"

"When she was younger, maybe I'd buy that excuse but she's more than capable of doing things on her own now. You still pay attention to her more than me. It's...it's because I'm adopted, isn't it? Because I'm not your real sister?"

Andrew's expression darkened hearing her say that. He knew she saw herself as an outcast in the family and he hated that she did when he considered her just as much his sister as Ashley is. "Chaithe..."

"That's what it is. You care more about her because she's blood related to you and I'm just some girl that randomly got brought into the family. You never cared about me. You just tolerate me."

"That is not true! I love you just as much as I love Ashley! You are my little sister regardless if we share blood or not! If I didn't care, I wouldn't try so hard to make you happy!"

"You don't try at all! If you tried, I wouldn't feel like shit every time you leave me to go to Ashley! You answer her every beck and call but when I want something, you're doing things half-assed as if I wouldn't notice!" Chaithe was in tears now and Andrew was trying his best to keep from raising his voice any more than he already has.

"You only see it as half-assed because you aren't seeing how fucking tired I am trying to give both of you what you want!"

Chaithe got up from her spot, wiping her tears. "You aren't tired! You're just tired of me! You just want Ashley to be happy!" She headed towards the door and Andrew got up to try and keep her still to calm her down. "Since I'm just in the way of you and her, I'll leave! It's not like me disappearing will make a difference!" She went to the kitchen and Andrew felt a sick churning in his stomach as he followed.

"What the hell do you mean by that?" He asked.

Chaithe didn't respond. When she got into the kitchen, she grabbed a sharp knife and held it to her throat. Andrew's eyes widened and his heart started racing.

"Chaithe, what the fuck?! Stop!" He reached out to her, hesitating since he was scared to touch her in the moment.

"You're just going to abandon me like my parents did. You don't care about me. I'm better off dead."

She held the knife there, close to her throat, her hand shaking as tears streamed down her face. Andrew suddenly lunged forward and grabbed her arm with both hands, pulling the knife away from her and out of her hand, throwing it into the sink. He then backed her up, pressing her against the counter.

"You're fucking insane." His voice was low with anger and panic. "I'm not going anywhere. I love you, Chaithe. You're the best thing that's ever entered my life and I'll be damned if you take that away from me."

Chaithe's tears started to dry quickly as she looked into his eyes. "...Really?"

"Yes, really. Please...don't ever do that again. I don't want to lose you. I just want to make you happy."

"Then...pay more attention to me, I need it..." Chaithe's eyes started to water again. "I really need it...Andy..."

"Chai..." Andrew's voice went into a whisper as he looked down at her desperate face. He let go of her arm, his hands going to her face to wipe her tears. She leaned into his touch, her eyes closing. "I'll do whatever you need me to do to make you happy. That's what big brothers do after all, right?"

Chaithe smiled softly and nodded. "Be mine. Only mine." She opened her eyes, looking up at him once more. "Give me all of what you can...I don't want to feel alone...I want..." She trailed off, not sure if she should say it.

"Want...what?" Andrew gently urged and she moved her arms to wrap around his waist in a hug.

"I want you to want me. To think about me first for once. To give me the love I want from you." Her head moved from his hands to rest on his chest. "Love me. Love me like I love you."

Andrew didn't know how to respond aside from wrapping his arms around her.

"I...I do love you..." He quietly said.

"Then prove it. Love me like I love you."

Andrew had a feeling what she meant by that and took one hand, lifting her head to look up at him. He kissed her forehead and Chaithe frowned.

"More..."

Sighing, he gave in. Despite how wrong it was...he wasn't lying when he said he loved her. His lips found hers in a gentle yet passionate kiss and Chaithe responded eagerly to it, parting her lips as an invitation which Andrew didn't hesitate to take, his tongue slipping into her mouth and wrapping around hers. He heard her let out a soft moan and his hands moved to her waist, slowly trailing up and underneath her shirt. Chaithe parted from his lips, panting.

"M-more...please, Andy..."

Her plea was answered by him making her wrap her arms around his neck and picking her up, wrapping her legs around his waist as he carried her to his room. She hugged him tightly, happy to finally get what she wanted.

 

Chaithe laid underneath Andrew, naked and trembling as he rubbed his cock against her dripping pussy. He was wearing a condom but deep down inside, he didn't really want to. He slowly pushed inside of her and they both let out a low moan as he went deeper until he eventually bottomed out. Chaithe wrapped her arms and legs around him, pulling him close as she panted, her warmth breath against his ear. Andrew groaned, unable to stay still as he grinded against her.

"A-Andrew..." Chaithe started but got cut off by a gasp when he kissed her neck.

"Does this feel good?" He asked quietly and Chaithe's heart fluttered.

"It feels...really good..."

"Good...relax and let big brother take care of you..."

His words elicited a deep moan from her and he was determined to draw out more noises from her as he gently but firmly thrusted. Her nails dug into his back, scratching at him and he loved it, loved the pain and pleasure she was giving him.

"Andrew!~" Her voice sounded so needy...and happy. He was happy too. He felt like he was making up for all the times he may have accidentally ignored her and he hoped that he could continue to make her feel this good in the future.

He bit down on her shoulder, thrusting faster and groaning from how tight she was around him. Chaithe's cries and moans were loud, just how he wanted them to be. He could feel himself getting close, his cock throbbing inside of her. He didn't want to cum yet, he wanted her to reach her peak first so he could witness how good he made her feel.

His hands were on her tits, squeezing them as he looked down at her blissed out face. She was always pretty to him but this...this was a level of pretty that he never thought he'd get to see. He was trying so hard not to cum, his body starting to shake. One of his hands went down, palm down on her abdomen as his thumb went to her clit to rub circles around it. Chaithe's eyes widened and her voice became louder.

"Andrew! I'm g-gonna...ahh!~ I'm gonna cum! Don't stop! Please don't stop! Oh God!~"

"Come on...cum for me...be a good little sister and give me what I want..." Andrew managed to say through his gritted teeth.

Chaithe's eyes rolled back as she let out a scream of pleasure, her walls tightening around Andrew's cock as she finally came which brought Andrew to his own orgasm. He let out a choked groan as his hips bucked a few times into her before pushing deep inside, his warm cum filling the condom. His eyes were closed as he panted and held onto her hips. Chaithe looked up at him with lidded eyes, reaching up to take his face in her hands and bringing him down to kiss her.

When they parted from the kiss, Chaithe was smiling. "I love you, Andrew..."

"I love you too, Chaithe..." Andrew answered genuinely. The line between sibling love and romantic love was blurred for him but he felt content anyway.

"Never leave me...be mine forever." Chaithe whispered and Andrew couldn't help but chuckle.

"I'm not going anywhere. I'm yours. Always."